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VICTORIA VOICE 


HOROSCOPES 


Aries- Let your intuition guide you this week. 


Taurus- The only way you will get what you want this week is if you be more assertive. 
Don't let people walk all over you. 


Gemini- Try to get some more sleep, Gemini. It's inhibiting your productivity, 


Cancer- Don't let the cold weather shock you, Cancer. Be prepared when you walk 
outside, and at least pretend to know how to read a weather forecast. 


Leo- You need more sleep too. But don't we all. 


Virgo- The key to success is hidden under the doormat of the house across from the 
Dog Park. 


Libra- Time is of the essence. Time is also money. Time is everything. 


Scorpio- When life gives you lemons, throw them at the things making your life 
difficult. 


Sagittarius- Don't let your music library get stale, find some new favourites! 


Capricorn- Life is 3% thorough planning, 7% winging it, and 90% not knowing what the 
heck you're doing. 


Aquarius- Sometimes, we just have to accept that some weeks will go on forever. 
Luckily you won't have to this week! 


Pisces- The end is almost here. 


Contact Information: 


Email: vsanewspaper@icloud.com 


Website: vsanewspaper.com 
Twitter/Facebook/Instagram: @vsanewspaper 


Google+/YouTube: The Victoria Voice 
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S.W.A.A.G. 


pone: November 6 

- Wellness Centre — Open to Students and Staff from 8:00 
a.m. — 4:30 p.m. 

¢ Running Club Practice (Elementary and Junior High) — at 
Lunch in the North Gym 

¢- Speak Out! Vocal Rehearsal (Grades 7 — 9) 3:20 — 5:00 
p.m. in Drama Room 2104 


¢ Intermediate Instrumental Jazz Ensemble — 3:30 — 5:00 


p.m. in Room 1258 

¢ Junior High Junior Girls Volleyball Game —- VIC v. 
Edmonton Christian West 4:15 — 5:45 p.m. in the North 
Gym 

¢ Senior Girls Volleyball Practice — 3:30 — 5:00 p.m. in the 
South Gym 

ennenad November 7 

- Wellness Centre — Open to Students and Staff from 8:00 
a.m. — 4:30 p.m. 

- Advanced Instrumental Jazz Ensemble — 3:30 — 5:00 p.m. 
¢ Junior High Senior Girls Volleyball Game — VIC @ Mary 
Butterworth 

© 4:15-5:15 p.m. , 16315 — 109 Street, Edmonton 
peeerany: November 8 

- Remembrance Day Ceremonies 

- Wellness Centre — Open to Students and Staff from 8:00 
a.m. — 4:30 p.m. 

- Smudge Ceremony (Morning) — 8:30 a.m. in Room 1121 

¢ Running Club Practice (Elementary and Junior High) — at 
Lunch in the North Gym 

- Speak Out! Full Cast Rehearsal (Grades 7 — 9) 3:20 — 
5:00 p.m. in Drama Room 2104 


¢ Intermediate Instrumental Jazz Ensemble — 11:40 — 12:10 


p.m. in Room 1258 

¢ Beginner Instrumental Jazz Ensemble — 3:30 — 5:00 p.m. 
in Room 1258 

¢ Junior High Junior Girls Volleyball Practice - 3:30 — 4:30 
p.m. in the North Gym 

¢ Senior Girls Volleyball Practice — 3:30 — 5:00 p.m. in the 
South Gym 

Thursday, November 2 


¢ No School 


Friday, November 3 


¢ No School 
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Advertising 


Advertising Rates: 


Basic Plan: $2.00/week 
gets you a basic 
advertisement in the 
newspaper. 


Deluxe Plan: $4.00/week 
gets you an 
advertisement that we 
can create for you on our 
website and newspaper. 


Premium Plan: $8.00/ 
week gets you an 
advertisement that we 
can create for you, and be 
featured on our website, 
newspaper and emails, as 
well as some other perks. 


vsanewpaper.com/ 
advertise 


Word Of 
The Week 


repartee 
re-par-tee 


noun 


a quick, witty reply 


-Emily Marsden 
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Egg-carton Flowers 


Materials: 


Craft 


1 egg carton 

scissors 

tempera paint (red, yellow, orange, purple) 
paintorushes 

scrap paper 

hot-glue gun 

?-inch pompoms 

craft needle or pushpin 

green pipe cleaners 

vase or ribbon (optional) 





Steps: 


1. Cut off the top half of the egg carton, leaving just the bottom. Cut and separate one 


individual egg cup and trim the outside edges; they can be rounded and smooth or 
pointed and jagged. Select a colour of paint and coat the entire cup, inside and out. 
Once the paint has dried, use a craft needle or a pushpin to create a hole at the base 
of the egg cup. Thread a green pipe cleaner through the flower and bend it inside the 
cup to secure it. Use a hot- glue gun to cover the centre of the flower with a pompom. 
Continue cutting and painting egg cup flowers (as many as you want) to create a 


beautiful bouquet you can place in a vase, or tie them together with a ribbon. 


-Parents.com 
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Hocus Pocus 


Christmas Trivia 


Pak: ime: tom dal=m al: lant= Me) moley gelele(-M-we(-t-(e Mm oLUl-y/al-s-t-m ol: la tal=) ag 


A. James Wilcot 
searele) alam \/telalirs 

C. Jacob Marley 
Peel lanlan\va=xele)ia 


AayeW gqooer :semsuy 
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The Science Corner- Self-Propelled Boat 


Do you love science? Check out this area every week for a new science 
experiment! 


Materials: 


- Afoam tray (like the kind meat comes in) or a piece of non-currogated cardboard 
- Atray, bowl, or cookie sheet full of water 
¢ Liquid dish soap 


- A toothpick 
Method: 


1. Cut the foam tray or cardboard into a boat shape as shown below: A good size 
seems to be about 2 inches long. 


2. Dip the toothpick into the liquid soap and use the toothpick to put soap onto the 
sides of the notch at the back of the boat. 


3. That’s it! Now carefully place the boat onto the surface of the water and watch it 
scoot across the water for several seconds — you’ve made a soap-powered boat! To 
demonstrate the boat again, you will need to rinse out the tray to remove any soap 


from the previous demonstration. 


sciencebob.com 
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The Weather 


Mon Tue Wed Thu _ Fri Sat Sun Mon Tue Wed Thu Fri Sat Sun 
Nov Nov Nov Nov Nov Nov Nov Nov Nov Nov Nov Nov Nov Nov 
6 7 8 9 10 in| 12 13 14 15 16 17 18 19 


10} aS 18) Gr 1 e. eo GF Ie 65 63 


> 





Dey -6°C -8°C | -9°C | -9°C  -8°C | -9°C)  -B8°C - 79°C -BPC | -9°C | -10°C | -12°C | -11°C _ -11°C 
Night | ~ 13°C | -13°C | -17°C | -13°C | -13°C | -13°C | -9°C | -12°C | -11°C | -12°C | -15°C | -14°C | -19°C | -19°C 


POP 10% | 40% | 30% | 30% | 30% 20% 40% 20% 10% 40% 60% 10% 60% 40% 





Rain ~ - - ~ - - ~ - - - - - ~ - 
Snow - ~Icm - <1cm)|~ilcm . ~l cm - - ~J cm!) ~ilcm <1 cm ~1cm $ ~1lcm 
10°C 
gre 
-19°¢C 
© Daily forecasthigh temperature Daily forecast low temperature’ 
oprc Historical Average Temperatures over 30 years 


Hibernation seems like a realistic option at this point... 


Weekend Weather 


Sat Evening Sat Overnight Sun Morning Sun Afternoon Sun Evening 
Partly cloudy Partly cloudy Cloudy with sunny A mix of sun and Partly cloudy 
breaks clouds 
STS So al 9 & 
-11° -17% = -6% -8* 

Feels like: -16 -23 -24 -12 -14 
POP: 20% 20% 40% 30% 20% 
Wind: E 7 km/h W 9 km/h W 14 km/h NW 17 km/h NW 13 km/h 
Gust: 12 km/h 17 km/h 24 km/h 2/7 km/h 21 km/h 
Humidity: 18% 85% 92% 19% 13% 
Dewpoint: -14° -18° -17 ° -10° -12 ° 
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Recipe 


Apple Crisp 
Ingredients: 


¢ 1/2 cup of brown sugar 

¢ 1/2 cup of all purpose flour 

¢ 1/3 cup old fashioned or quick- cooking oats, uncooked 
- 6 tablespoons of butter or margarine (3\4 stick) softened 


Instructions: 
1. Peel, and slice apples. Place apple slices in 10” by 6” baking dish. 


2. Preheat oven to 375 F. In medium sized bowl mix the oats, brown sugar, flour and 
butter/ margarine. Sprinkle oat mixture evenly on the apple slices in the pan. Bake 
for about 45 minutes or until the apples are soft and tender. Serve warm. 
Refrigerate to serve if you want it cold for later. 


| found one of the best autumn or winter treats is a nice steamy bowl of Apple crisp. It 
is a delicious mixture to have while watching a movie or watching the snow fall 
outside. 


-Grace Rompfer 
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Raven Rise- Prologue 


A dark-haired boy sat at a chair, the quiet squeaking of wheels and gentle tapping of 
his fingers on the desk were the only sounds in the entire circular room. It was maybe 
fifty feet big. The walls were made of peeling plaster that exposed the dirt underneath. 
The musty smell of wet dirt and fabric plagued the room. The boy smiled to himself. 
He remembered the day he’d first entered the room fondly. He looked up from the 
leather bound books in front of him and up at the walls, trying to remember how they 
looked when the plaster had only just begun peeling, the way his father had smiled. 
“We'll have to get that fixed,” his father had said. The walls were never fixed, though. 
The peeling continued, worsened, until mounds of dirt were spilling out of the walls, 
and sections were held together with nothing but duct tape. A few dozen tables were 
scattered around the room. Some had chairs, some didn't. The materials and quality 
varied. Some chairs appeared to glow white, while others were a deep black. Some 
chairs were sturdy and held together well, while others were held together with the 
same duct tape that patched up holes and looked like they could collapse if you 
breathed too hard on them. 


lt had to be at least one in the morning. It wasn't as if the dark haired boy could tell, 
though. The room was illuminated by few lanterns, and it was always hard to tell what 
time it was. The sense of normalcy that came with the squeaking wheels and his 
tapping fingers was something the dark haired boy cherished. By seven, everyone 
would be awake, and just like that, his normalcy would be gone. He shuffled through 
the books until he found the one that bore his name; Rico Rico smiled at the writing. It 
wasn't shabby for his ten-year-old self. He was eighteen now, though. He enjoyed 
writing in the book before him. His journal. He’d kept a journal before The Shift, and it 
felt familiar. He wrote a few things, 


| am Rico, 
[im eighteen, 
| (ike coffee. 
| hate tea. 


His thoughts grew more and more personal, and as quickly as it had come, the 
normalcy slipped away. 
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| lead a group called The Ravens. 
("mi too young for this. 

My dad is dead. 

He should t be. 

The Shift happened. 

Everything changed. 


The Shift had been an event twelve years prior. A group that called themselves 
Catago had seized control of the world. Twelve years ago, The Ravens came into 
existence. But Rico thought more of two years earlier. Two years ago, when his father 
had been killed. The Catago supposedly had lots of followers, but Rico knew better. 
He’d seen their blank eyes for himself. They weren't following out of choice. The 
Ravens planned to fix their broken world. As the normalcy finished slipping away, Rico 
relaxed. He felt unhappy at losing it, but what was done was done. He shut his eyes 
and before he knew what he was thinking, his hand found its way to Ravens’ 
Rulebook. It wasn’t a book, just a single page pinned into a leather book. His father 
had never been big on having lots of rules, so the three rules kept it simple and to the 
point. 


Rule One: Training can begin at ten, and becomes less of a focus at fourteen when 
missions begin. Training ends entirely at sixteen. If a member is mature and can 
handle the situation, they may go on missions before turning fourteen. 


Rule Two: If the leader of The Ravens dies or steps down, their elder child will take 
their place. If the child has not completed their training, the second in command will 
become the leader. 


Rule Three: You may not harm other members. 


Rico had been holding off on something for months now. He didn’t want to change the 
rule, to do that would be an acceptance that times had reached their darkest. But he 
had to, and he did. The rule he was modifying was the first one. He took a deep 
breath and crossed out a few lines. He gazed at the new rule version, the beginnings 
of tears welling up in his eyes. 
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Rule One: Frat 


eon —Hreyray-—geonmssrensbefere treningfenrbeen, Missions begin when the member 





is needed to Join one. 


lt had been such a tiny change, but it was such an emotional one. Times had reached 
their darkest. People were dying in the simplest of missions, which meant that Rico 
had to read the letter from his father. He remembered watching his father weaken, slip 
away from him, until the sixteen-year-old couldn't handle it anymore. He remembered 
leaving. He felt horribly sick when one of his kindly friends had brought him a letter. 
‘He wanted you to read it if times become dark. ‘His friend had tilted his head and told 
him, ‘good luck.’ It was hard for a person to formulate a decent response when 
someone's father had just died. For months after that fateful event two years ago, 
Rico had cried. He hadn't done anything a leader needed to do. He’d had his father 
ripped away from him when he was far too young. He pried open the letter. 


Rico, 


[Ff you are reading this, | am likely dead, and times have reached their darkest. | was hoping 
that this moment would never come. But | assume it has, so please listen. 


There is a boy. He is twelve years old right now and had his parents taken from him by the 
Catago. There is an odd prophecy which seems to detail him. 


Seek him out at the New Horizons Orphanage in Vecuria. 


Your Father 


Rico sighed and grabbed a new piece of paper, then began to write a letter. A letter 
that would be sent to a now fourteen-year-old boy. A letter that would change 
everything. 


-Alexandra Woolsey 
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